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Roger Perry of Thunder. They, their wives,
their children, their dogs,

Judith was happy again. The night was far
behind her. But the thundery weather distressed
her; it had been ominous to her ever since that last
day in London, and now, in the middle of helping
with the great joint of beef, with the huge pease-
puddings, with the arranging of the long table,
she would go to the porch and look out over the
Tarn to the hills and listen. Perhaps it was
Georges, also, for whom she was listening.

In the kitchen there was tremendous noise and
confusion. Old man Ritson was too aged now
to move about, the rheumatism had him fast, and
sometimes the pain was so bad that someone inside
him yelled loud enough to bring the roof down,
but the yell never passed his inside. He sat, his
grand head high, his gnarled hands on his knees,
watching and saying nothing. His daughters,
his grand-daughters and a great-grand-daughter
(in a cradle by the window) were all around him.
A sea of femininity. But he said nothing. He
sat there thinking of his youth, of fighting a man
bare-skin in Whitehaven and throttling him, of
tending sheep on the hills above Coniston Water,
of the fugitives in '45 from Butcher Cumberland
and his father hiding one up the kitchen chimney,
of sheep and sheep, cows and cows, fine weather
and bad, of women whom he had loved, his
children and their ways, Armboth and Brund
Fell and Glaramara that were live creatures to
him, Gods maybe, carrying on their gigantic
forms the rocks and tarns and streams that were